when he inspects my work, and then everything becomes
very quiet, all the neighbouring tables stop working and
watch me and the Geheimrat. He isn't exactly talkative.
If everything is all right then he says " Mhm." If it is
not right, he says " Hm." But he helps me all the same.
He has a crooked forefinger on which hairs grow and he
taps something or other with this and roars some advice:
" melting point should be 230°," or " solution in glacial
acetic." And so one progresses a little. When it is
over, without my having been thrown out, my knees are
quite wobbly for half an hour afterwards. And little
Morgenthau next to me says, " You see, it's all right.
You see, he praised you." Oh I and then I can't help
thinking of Ambrosius ; what a personality he was, what
a teacher, what he meant to me and to all of us 1
Stop I I say " was " as though this were an obituary.
But he is still alive. I had news from Friedel Mannsfeldt
that they say he is quite blind in one eye and that the other
is still in great danger. I cannot bear to think of such a
man having to lead such a broken, shattered life. I dare
not think of it, it makes me lose my courage and become
weak. It's a good thing that I have no time for day-
dreams and sentimentalising.
And now I will just tell you quickly how I am living,
for that has its amusing and pleasant sides. I am living
in a room which I cannot determine crystallographically,
for it is composed of a series of triangular surfaces and
yet it is not a tetrahedron. The floor is a triangle, the
ceiling is a slightly smaller triangle, the walls are sloping
and also triangular, and the whole is put together in an
eccentric way with corners and alcoves. This three-
cornered room is a piece partitioned off from a studio,
la the studio live two people, probably unmarried, and
I have no moral qualms to fear from them. The man is a
painter, but he never paints. The woman has something
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